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CHAPTER XL
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Michael and
Others.

¢ examination of Amos Grim-
owledge was committed to
and ccased to be a source
Grimshaw came t0
On my way to

brhe spirit of Henry

At th
paw my KD
he gocords
f danger to me.
e village that day-

we courtroom I saw him walking:
owly, with bent head as I had seen
him before, tollowed by old Kate. She
rried her staff in her left hand while
ne forefinger of her right hand was
< -iipg him out. Sileot as a gh

,d 88 unheeded—one would |

jlowed his steps.  g=TZy Ll

[ observed that old Kate sat on a
wont seat with her hand to her ear
.d Grimshaw beside his lawyer at a
pig table and that when she looked at
m her lips moved in a strange un-
tered whisper of her spirit. Her
4ooe filled with joy as one
jetall after amother came out in the
eyidence.

The facts hereinbefore alleged, and
sthers, were proved, for the tracks fit-
ted the shoes of Amos. The young
pan was held and presently indicted.
The time of his trial was not dster-
mined.

I wrote 8 good hand those days and
the leading merchant of the village
angaged me to post his books every
gaturday at ten cents an hour. Thence-
torward until Christmas I gave my
ree days to that task. I estimated
the sum that I should earn and
planned to divide it in equal parts and
proudly present it to my aunt and
mcle on Christmas day.

Ope Saturday while I was at work
on the big ledger of the merchant I
ran upon this item:

October 3.—8. Wright—To one suit
of clothes for Michael He m

measures furnished by 8. bin-
BN cpsiinsssratsassy SR ==rs cnssnnssress-514.50
Ehirts to mateh ..essssncas slSessssesneEs m

I knew then the history of the suit
of clothes which I had worn since that
ralny October night, for I remembered
that Sam Robinson, the tailor, had
measured me at our house and made
up the cloth of Aunt Deel’'s weaving.

I observed, also, that numerous ar-
ticles—a load of wood, two sacks of
flour, three pairs of boots, one coat,
= pounds of salt pork and four
hushels of potatoes—all for “Michael
[Henry"—iad been charged to Silas
Wright.

So by the merest chance I learned
that the invisible “Michael Henry” was
the almoner of the modest statesman
and really the spirit of Silas Wright
feeding the hungry and clothing the
neked and warming the cold house,
in the absence of its owner. It was
the heart of Wright joined to that of
the schoolmaster, which sat in the
green chair,

I fear that my work suffered a mo-
went's interruption, for just then I
began to know the great heart of the
senator. Its warmth was in the cloth-
ing that covered my back, its delicacy
In the ignorance of those who had
shared its benefactions.

I count this one of the great events
of my youth, But there was a greater
one, although it seemed not so at the
time of it. A traveler on the road to
Ballrheen had dropped his pocketbook |
ElﬁlIETFlinini’ a large amount of money— |
700 was the sum, if I rememberl
rightly. He was a man who, being |
fnstly  snspicious of the banks, had
vithdrawn his money. Posters an-
nounced the loss and the offer of a |
large reward, The village was pro-
foundly stirred by them. Searching
Parties went up the road stirring its
dust and groping in its grass and bri-
ers for the great prize which was sup- |
posed to be lying there. It was said, |
bowever, that the quest had been un-
Stecessful, So the lost pocketbook
?ecame a treasured mystery of the
village and of all the hills and wval-
leys toward Ballybeen—a topie of old
Wives and gabbling husbands at the
freside for unnumbered years.

By and by the fall term of school
ended. Tnele Peabody came down to |
ft me the day before Christmas. I
”;‘ enjoved my work and my life at |

€ Hackets', on the whole, but I was
Ellad to be golng home again. My
“_r.'le was in high spirits and there

?f‘e many packages in the sleigh.

A merry Christmas to ye both an"

Lay the Lord love ye!” said Mr. |

?acket as he bade us goodby. “Every |
4Y our thoughts will be going up the |
bills tg Your house,” |
H;I;m;l bells rang merrily as we hur|
irough
500w paths, e gwamp in the hud‘
“We're goin? to move,”
lolnclrj Presently. “We've agreed to get |
UII by the middle ¢’ May.”
How doeg that happen?’ I asked. |

Usettled w -
5 g0, ed with Grimshaw and agreed !

ind B

cent, dldwin we wouldn’t 'a’ got a

:i:lr:]'at the sale, So he settled. We're |
0 have a new home.' We've |

OUght a hundred an’ fifty acres from |
Goin’ to build a new

¢ Leonard,

Cuge fn the rin
the vi11gge spring. It will be nearer

He pPlayfull

hig elbow, FEmps S,
> ‘;'E’w:a bad a little good luck, Bart,”
v ey sapiig shont e
ay -

: Bl about it

dunno ag it would

matter much”®
L Coatinued, “but I don't want f&%

said my |

If it hadn’t 'a’ been for Wright |

They threatened to bid against:

I
|
‘ gomebody, or I'll grab the hull tree
l

any braggin”. It ain't anybody’s busi-
ness, anyway. An old uncle over In
Vermont dled three weeks ago and
left us thirty-eight hundred dollars.
It was old Uncle Hzra Baynes o'
Hinesburg. Died without a chick or
child. Your saunt and me slipped down
to Potsdam an' took the stage an'
went over an got the money. It was
more money than I ever see before
ifn my life. We put it in the bank in
Potsdam to keep it out o' Grimshaw’s
pands. I wouldn’t trust that man as
fur as you could throw a bull by the
tail.”

I¢ was a cold, clear night, and when
we reached home the new stove was
gnapping with the heat in its firebox
and the pudding puffing in the pol
and old Shep dreaming in the ehimney
corner. Aunt Deel gave me a hug at

the door. Shep barked and leaped %0
my shoulders.

“Why, Bart! You're growin’ like &
weed—ain’t ye?—ayes ye be,” my
aunt sald as she stood and looked at
me. “Set right down here an' warm
ye—ayes !—I've done sll the chores—
ayes|”

How warm and comfortable was the
dear old room with those beloved faces
in it.
seem more pleasant to me. I have had
the best food this world can provide,
in my time, but never anything that
I ate with a keener relish than
pudding and milk and bread and: but-
ter and cheese and pumpkin ple which
Aunt Deel gave us that night.

Supper over, I wiped the dishes for
my aunt while Uncle Peabody went
out eed and water the borses. Then
Fv%_ss%f down iIn ;t%é%'enlal warmth
while I told the story of my life in

e _busy town,” as they called It
%t pride 3.!1!1%’ attention they gave
me then! C - AT ok 4 e

My finé clothes and the story of how
I had come by them taxed my inge-
nuity somewhat,.although not improp-
erly. I had to be careful not to let
them know that I had been ashamed
of the homemade suit. They somehow
felt the truth about it and a little
silence followed the story. Then Aunt
Deel drew her chair near me and
touched my hair very gently and
looked into my face without speaking.

“Ayes! I know,” she said presently,
in a kind of caressing tone, with a
touch of sadness in it. *“They aln’t
used to coarse homespun stuff down
there in the village. They made fun
o' ye—didn't they, Bart?”

“] don't care about that,” I assured
them.
the man,’” I quoted, remembering the
lines the Senator had repeated to me.

“That’s sound!” Uncle Peabody ex-
claimed with enthusiasm. :

Aunt Deel took my hand in hers and
surveyed it thoughtfully for a moment
without speaking.

“You ain’t goin’ to have to suffer
that way no more,” she said in a low
tone. We're goin’ to be more comf’ta-
ble—ayes. Yer uncle thought we hetter
go West, but I couldn’t bear to go off
so fur an’ leave mother an’ father an’
gister Susan an’ all the folks we loved
layin’ here In the ground alone—I
want to lay down with ’em by an’ by
an’ wait for the sound o' the trum-
pet—ayes!—mebbe it'll be for thou-
sands o' years—ayes!”

To our astonishment the <clock

2
-
I wonder if paradise itself can | *

“The mind’s the measure of!

~ These relatives had brougat theh
family gifts, sume days before, tc be
hung on its branches. The thing thai
caught my eye was a big silver watch
hanging by a long golden chain to one
ﬁ the boughs. Uncle Peabody took if

fown and held it aloft by the chaim,
30 that none should miss the sight, say-
mg: : '
“From Banta Claus for Bart!”
A murmur of admiration ran through

W o
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e
dut
ey 4

et L Tt el
uFrom Santa Claus for Bartl”

the company which gathered around
me as I held the treasure in my trem-
bling hands.

«“Thig is for Bart, too,” Uncle Pea-
body shouted as he took down a bolt
of soft blue cloth and laid it in my
arms. “Now there’s somethin’ that’s
jest about as slick as a kitten's ear.
Feel of it. It's for a sult o’ clothes.
Come all the way from Burlington.
Now get-ap there. You've got your
load.”

I moved out of the way in a hurri-
cane of merriment. It was his one
great day of pride and vanity. He did
not try to conceal them.

The other presents floated for a mo-
ment in this irresistible tide of laugh-
ing good will and found thelr owners.
1 bave never forgotten how Uncle Ja-
bez chased Aunt Minerva around the
house with 8 wooden snake cunningly
carved and colored. I observed there
were many things on the tree which
bad not been taken down when we
younger ones gathered up our wealth
and repaired to Aunt Deel’s room to
feast our eyes upon it and compare
our good fortune.

The women and the big girls rolled
up their sleeves and went to work with
Aunt Deel preparing the dinner. The
great turkey and the chicken ple were
made ready and put in the oven and
the potatoes and the onions and the
winter squash were soon bolling in
their pots on the stovetop. Mean-
while the children were playing in my

struck twelve,

“Hurrah! It’s merry Christmasl”
sald Uncle Peabody as he jumped to
his feet and began to sing of the little
Lord Jesus.

We joined him while he stood beat-
ing time with his right hand after the
fashion of a singing master.

“Off with yer boots, friend!” he ex-
claimed when the stanza was finished.
“We don't have to set up and watch
like the shepherds.”

IIm:l.m;'a bedroom and Uncle Hiram and
lUncle Jabez were pulling sticks In a
| corner while the other men sat tipped
against the wall watching and making
| playful comments—all save my Uncle
' Peabody, who was trying to touch his
| head to the floor and then straighten
up with the ald of the broomstick.
. Tm the midst of it Aunt Deel opened
I the front door and old Eate, the Silent
Woman, entered. To my surprise, she
wore a decent-looking dress of gray

We drew our boots on the chailr| homespun cloth and a white cloud

round with hands clasped over the
Enee—how famillar is the process, and

' looped over her head and ears and tied
| around her neck and a good pair of

yet I haven't seen it in more than half  boots.

a century!

I lighted a candle and
scampered upstairs Iin my stocking

“Merry Chris’'mas!” we all shouted.
She smiled and nodded her head and

feet, Uncle Peabody following close,6 sat down in the chair which Uncle Pea-

and slapping my thigh as if my pace
were not fast enough for him. In the
midst of our skylarking the candle
tumbled to the floor and I had to go
back to the stove and relight it.

How good it seemed to be back in
the old room under the shingles! The
heat of the stovepipe had warmed its
hospitality.

“It's been kind o’ lonesome here,”
said Uncle Peabody as he opened the

window. “I always let the wind come
in to keep me ocompany—it gits s¢

| warm.,”
“Ye can't look at yer stockin’ yit,” |

said Aunt Deel when I came down:
stairs about eight o’clock, having slepi
through chore time.
was the delicious aroma of frying ham
and buckwheat cakes which awoke me| |
end who wouldn’t rise and shake ofl|
the cloak of slumber on a bright
cold winter morning with such provo
cation?

“This ain’t no common Chris’mas—
I tell ye,” Aunt Deel went on.
Claus won’t git here short o' noon ]
wouldn’t wonder—ayes!”

About eleven o’clock Uncle Hiram
and Aunt Eliza and their five children
arrived with loud and merry greetings
Then came other aunts and uncles and
cousins. With what noisy good cheel
the men entered the house after they
had put up their horses! I remembel
bow they laid their hard, heavy hands
on my head and shook it a little as
tkey spoke of my “stretchin’ up” o1
gave me a playful slap on the shoulde:
—an ancient token of good will—the
first form of the accolade, I fancy.
What joyful good humor there was in
those simple men and women—enough
to temper the woes of a city if it could
have been applied to thelr relief. Thejy
stood thick around the stove warming
themselves and taking off its griddles
and opening its doors and surveying if
inside and out with much curiosity. -

“Now for the Christmas tree,” sald
Uncle Peabody as he led the way intc
our best room, where a fire was burn
ing In the old Franklin grate. “Comse
on, boys an’ girls.”

What a wonderful sight was the
Christmas tree—the first we had had
in our house—a fine spreading balsam
loaded with presents! Uncle Hiram
jumped into the air and clapped his
feet together and shouted: “Hold me

ap’' run away with it.”
Uncle Jabez held one foot In both
‘ hands before him and joyfully hopped

I remember ii!

“Sants |

body had placed for her at the stove
'lside. Aunt Deel took the cloud off
! her head while Kate drew her mittens
| —newly knitted of the best yarn. Then
| my aunt brought some stockings and a
| shawl from the tree and laid them on
| the lap of old Kate. What a silence

fell upon us as we saw tears coursing
 down the cheeks of this lonely old
woman of the countryside—tears of
joy, doubtless, for God knows how long
it had been since the poor, abandoned
soul had seen a merry Christmas and
| shared its kindness. I did not fail to
' observe how clean her face and hands
| looked! She was greatly changed.
‘ She took my hand as I went to her
gside and tenderly caressed it. A gen-
tler smile came to her face than ever
I had seen upon it. The old stern look
returned for a moment as she held one
finger aloft in a gesture which only I
and my Aunt Deel understood. We
knew it signalized a peril and a mys-
tery. That I should have to meet it
scmewhere up the hidden pathway, 1
had no doubt whatever.

“Dinner’s ready!” exclaimed the
cheerful voice of Aunt Deel.

Then what a stirring of chalrs and
feet as we sat down at the table. Old
Kate sat by the side of my aunt and
we were all surprised at her good man-
ners,

We jested and laughed and drank
clder and reviewed the year's history
and ate as only they may eat who have
big bones and muscles and the vitality
of oxen. I never taste the flavor of
sage and currant jelly or hear a hearty
laugh without thinking of those holi-
d#y dinners in the old log house on
Rattleroad.

That Christmas brought me nothing
better than those words, the memory
of which is one of the tallest towers in
that long avenue of my past down
which I have been looking these many
days. About all you can do for a boy,
worth while, is to give him something
good to remember.

The day had turned dark. The item-
perature had risen and the alr was
dank and chilly. The men began to
hitch up taeir horses.

So, one by one, the sleighloads left
gs with cheery good-bys and a grind-

fng of runners and a jingiing of bella
Wheén the Iast had gone Uncle Pea-
body and I went into'the house. Auni
Deel sat by the stove, old Kate by the
window looking out at the falling dusk.
How still the house seemed!

- &Eg‘%ﬁf“&? for g lit

ix one-dollar bilis which I had earney
by working Saturdays and handed
three of them to my aunt and three to
my uncle, saying:

“That is my Christmas present to
you. I earned It myself.”

I remember so well their astonish-
ment and the trembling of their hands
and the look of their faces. :
“It's grand—ayes!” Aunt Deel sal
in a low tone.

She rose in a moment and beckoned
to me and my uncle. We followed her
through the open door 10 the other
room.

“Pll tell ye what I'd do,” she whis-
pered. “I'd give 'em to o' Eate—
ayes! She's goin’ to stay with us till
tomorrow.”

“Good idee!” said Uncle Peabody.
S0 I took the money out of thelp
hands and went in and gave it to the
Silent Woman. y

“That's your present from me” I
gald.

How can I forget how she held my
arm against her with that loving, fa-
miliar, rocking motion of 2 Woman
who 18 soothing a baby at her breast
and kissed my coat sleeve? She re-
leased my arm and, turning to the win-
dow, leaned her head upon its sill and
shook with sobs. The dusk had thick-
ened. As I returned to my seat by the
stove I could dimly see her form
against the light ef the window. We
3 while, ‘o>

Then Uncle gabox; rose and got a
candle and lighted it at the hearth. I
I held the lantern while Uncle Pea-
body fed the sheep and the two cows
and milked—a slight chore these win-
ter days.

“You and I are to go off to bed purty
early,” he said as we were golng back
to the house. “Yer Aunt Deel wants
to see Kate alone and git her to talk
if she can.

“T dunno but she’ll swing back Into
this world ag’in,” sald Uncle Peabody
when we had gone up to our little
room. *“I guess all she needs is to be
treated like a human bein’. Yer Aunt
Deel an’ I couldn't git over thinkin' ¢’
what she done for you that night in
the ol’ barn. So I took some o' yer
aunt’s good clothes to her an’ a pair
o’ boots an’ asked her to come to
Chris’mas. She lives in a little room
over the blacksmith shop down to But-
terfleld’s mill. I told her I'd come
after her with the cutter but she shook
her head. I'knew she'd rather walk."

He was yawning as he spoke and
soon we were both asleep under the

shingles.
TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK

Now is seeding time if you ex-
pect to have a good and bounti-
ful Harvest, you should plant
good seed, our seed are as good
as any and better than some.

Early Garden Peas, Beans,
Corn, Onion Sets, and all other
Garden Seed, Clover, Grass
Seed and Seed Oats.

Feed For Stock and Poultry.
Electric Supplies, Auto Lamps,
Flash Lights and Batteries.

Yours to serve,

W. S. WHITE & CO.

120-122 Poindexter Street
ELIZABETH CITY, N. C.
Phone 64

N O ST DR e s
COUNTRY PEOPLE

Are cordially invited to

make the

ALKRAMA THEATRE

headquarters while in town
Saturday afternoons. Leave
your bundles at our office;
use our phone. And if you
want to see a good show,
we run a spegially good one

every Saturday afternoon.

ALKRAMA THEATRE

A Quiet, Refined Place To Eat

SCOTT & TWIDDY’S
| CAFE,

HINTON BUILDING

Main St., Elizabeth City, N. C.

A little classified ad in this news-
paper will sell that used car, or most

“There's one thing I forgot,” 1 sald

argund the tree. . -

as I proudly took out of my wallet the!

any old thing.

DADDY:S EVEN

caterpillar, “it is almost

T

sald
lar, *
most
with

exqui

mean
ite?

the

A Thing of Ex-
quisite Beauty.

SRk g
lightful, and wonderful.

thing;

jumping spider.
“Naturally,” said
“it's a great word.

the

bloom, the buds open, the

te appear, butterflies a
creatures follow.
wondrous.”

tumn.”

“So did 1,” said the ca
fuss a good deal before 1
I have to see that I am

disturb my winter’s nap.

ing spider politely.

summer coats.
within themselves which
“Sounds very strange
the jumping spider.
erpillar, “but it is true.”
the jumping spider.
now I must nap a little
I get up and get ready
tiful spring.
awake yet, but I have

and soon, very soon, I
very wide awake.

other.

the jumping spider.

pillar,

of my eyes.”
“7 will think of your

“] have been in this

you can see. Itlis

TAIRY TALE

&y Mary Grahap Bonner

“It means a great deal”

NG

THE JUMPING SP!DER.

“Ah,” sald the jumping spider to the

time for us

to awaken.”
“You are right,”

the caterpil-
‘Spring is al-
here. And
spring comes

the changes, the
beautiful,

E ful changes.
‘II f
= - a caterpillar. I

.e become a thing of

beauti-

change from

site beauty.”

“What do you

by ‘exquis-
asked the

jumping spider.
“Exquisite,” said

caterpillar,

- “means just too
perfect for words.
It means

some-
- lowely, and

beautiful, and de-

said the

caterpillar,

Well, as I was
saying, spring is the beautiful time of
the year when the flowers burst into

leaves begin

nd chrysalis |
Ah, the spring is

“Well, neither of us think much of
the winter,” said the jumping spider,
“for both of us sleep in the winter.
1 got all ready for my sleep last au-

terpillar. *“I
am all ready.
safe and se-

cure from other creatures who might

I do some

interesting things, you know.”
“Tell me about them,” said the jump-

“I belong to the family of caterpil-
lars which - weaves its own chrysalis
cases out of hairs and wool from its
Some of the familles
find some silk which they have grown

they use.”
to me,” said

“It does sound strange,” said the cat-

“I am glad to hear about you,” said

“] have told you about myself, and

longer before
for the beau-

I am not quite, quite

begun to stir
will be very,

“But just before I take one little
pap more, won't you tell me about
yourself, Jumping Spider, for I am
sure you must be interesting? In fact
I know you are interesting.
would like to hear your story before
we both leave each other entirely.

“It is strange that we should have
chosen our winter home so near each
Hurry and tell your story, for
1 see you are really wide awake.”

“and why wouldn’t I be pretty wide
awake with all the eyes I have?” asked

And I

“All the eyes?’ repeated the cater-

“Yes,” said the jumping spider, “my
name and the fact that I can jump
amounts to very little when you think

eyes, but tell

me more sbhout them so I can think
more,” said the caterpillar.

closely woven

tent,” said the jumplng sp{der. “as

here I have stayed
all winter. As you
see, I have a good,
broad nose. 1
would hate to
have a litile nar-
row nose, or, in
short, any other
kind of a nose
than the one I
have.

“Jt is nice to
be satisfied,” said
the caterpillar.

“Both nice and
sensible,” said the
jumping spider.

“Pray continue,”
urged the cater-
pillar.

“My eyes are
very small in size,

“Tell

have.
“I feel very sorry for
awake T become very wi
“Ah me, ah my, it is
up in the spring after

refreshing sleep,” ended
spider.
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66 YEARS OF SOUARE DEALING BACK OF OUR
APPEAL FOR YOUR BUSINESS

A.E. Meyer & Co.

Commission Merchants
134-136 PARK PLACE NEW YORK
Established 1853
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| GETINTOUCHWITH . .

Louis Hanselman

FRUITS And PRODUCE
COMMISSION MERCHANTS

146 Dock St.
PHILADELPHIA, Pa.

REFERENCES—Sixth National Bank, Philadelphia; Egg Harbor
Commerecial Bank, N. J.; Dunn's and Bradstreet's Commercial

Agencies; Corn Exchange Bank.

Me
Them.”

About

and they look like little beads,” com-
tinued the jumping spider.
mekes no difference if they are small,
for I have several pairs of eyes,-I

“But it,

the poor crea-

tures who have only one palr of eyes.
And so, you see, when I become wide

de awake, for

I have so many eyes to open.

fine to be a

jumping spider with many eyes, sev-
eral pairs of eyes at least, and to wake

a good, long,
the jumping

LORRAINE

Now Operated
Dodson Hotel

OTEL
Norfolk, Virginia
Thoroly Renovated Since February
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R. A Brice & Son

Always successful with North Carolina Produce,
Poultry and eggs. Write for tags and stencils.

N C. PEAS AND POTATOES OUR SPECIALITIES

138 Callowhill St.
PHILADELPHIA, Pa.
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J. H. RICHARDSON, Pres. H. F. DIRKES, Sec'y.

G. H. RIVENBURG & CO.

WHOLESALE COMMISSION MERCHANTS )
DEALERS IN
NORTH CAROLINA PEAS AND I-:'OTATOES

168 Reade Street New York
REFERENCES—Irving National Exchange Bank and the Trade

Generally.

Selling Agents for the Eastern
Onley, Va. Norfolk Trucker’s E
Produce Exchange, Pocomoke City,

Shore of Va. Produce Exchange,
Exchange, Norfolk, Va. Peninsula
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